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͈̱̠̥́͡ȉȷȪ“Am I conclude . . . that he is a Socialist?”ȫ͂ৗ࿚̳ͬͥȃΫȜΫঙ͉Ȅȶ̷͈






















   “ ‘How d'ye do? How d'ye do? Come and have a bathe,’ ” he chuckled. “That's the best 
conversational opening I've ever heard. But I'm afraid it will only act between men. Can you 
picture a lady who has been introduced to another lady by a third lady opening civilities with 







   “I tell you that they shall be,” said Mr Emerson, who had been slowly descending the stairs. 
“Good afternoon, Mr Beebe. I tell you they shall be comrades, and George thinks the same.” 
   “We are to raise ladies to our level?”  the clergyman inquired. 
   “The Garden of Eden,” pursued Mr Emerson, still descending, “which you place in the past, is 
really yet to come. We shall enter it when we no longer despise our bodies”
   Mr Beebe disclaimed placing the Garden of Eden anywhere. 
   “In thisȽnot in other thingsȽwe men are ahead. We despise the body less than women do. 













“It isn't possible to love and part. You will wish that it was. You can transmute love, ignore it, 
muddle it, but you can never pull it out of you. I know by experience that the poets are right: love 
is eternal. . . . I only wish poets would say this, too: that love is of the body; not the body, but of the 
body. Ah! the misery that would be saved if we confessed that!  Ah for a little directness to liberate 






























   Do you suppose it is all for nothing that disbelief has gone out over the world; that weariness 
has taken possession of the souls of the rich, and that fatal darkness enfolds the head of wealth and 
education.? . . . 
   When Labor is not loyal and true, nor the Laborers loyal and true to each other; when a man has 
no pride in the creation of his hands, nor rejoices to make it perfect; when machinery is perfectly 
organised and human souls are hopelessly disorganized; 








΃ȜβϋΗȜ͉Ȅඤഎါ֦̦ૺاͬ௯̳̳͂ͥρζσ·ȪJean-Baptist Pierre Antoine de 
Monet, Chevalier de Lamarck, 1744-1829ȫ͈ࣉ̢༷ͬྶږͅ঑঵̱̹ȃȶ͉̩၂ȇρζσ·చΘ
Ȝ;ͻϋȷȪ“Exfoliation: Lamarck vs Darwin”ȫ͂ఴ̯̹ͦ໲ડ͈ಎ́๞͉ȄΘȜ;ͻϋ͈ুட
ൕఋ͈ࣉ̢༷͉Ȅٸഎါ֦ͥ͢ͅૺاͬܖུ̢̳̦͂ͥ͠ͅȄ̜̩́͘໗ষഎ̨͈̳̈́̈́͜ͅ
̞͂੆͓̞̀ͥȃȁȁȁ
   On the whole then, judging from man himself, . . . it certainly seems to me that, though 
the external conditions are a very important factor in Variation, the central explanation of this 
phenomenon should be sought in an inner law of GrowthȽ a law of expansion more or less 
common to all animate nature. Partly because, as said before, the unfolding of the creature from 
its own needs and inward nature is an organic process, and likely to be persistent, while its 
PRGL¿FDWLRQE\H[WHUQDOFDXVHVPXVWEHPRUHRUOHVVIRUWXLWRXVDQGDFFLGHQWDODQGVRPHWLPHVLQ
one direction and sometimes in another; partly also because the movement from within outwards 
seems to be most like the law of creation in general. Under this view the external conditions 
would be considered a secondaryȽ WKRXJKLPSRUWDQWFDXVHRIPRGL¿FDWLRQDQGUHJDUGHGUDWKHU





̺̫́਀ͅවͦͣͦͥٸഎ́հօ଼̈́ࢗȷȪ“a sort of easy success won by an external accident of 
birth”ȫ͂ࡤ̞ͭ́ͥȃ਷ّ͈̥ͣ൪̞̠ͦͥ͂ၑဇ̺̫́૽ۼ̦ඵ௷༜̧࣐̠́ͥ͢ͅૺا















And this Love, which is the culmination of desire, does it not appear to us as a worship of and 
desire for the bodily human form; in our interior selves a perception and worship of an ideal 
human form, the revelation of a Splendour dwelling in others, whichȽclouded and dimmed as it 
inevitably may come to beȽ remains after all one of the most real, perhaps the most real, of the 
facts of existence?  Desire, thereforeȽas it exists in man, look at it how you willȽas it unfolds 
and its ultimate aim becomes clearer and clearer to itself, is seen to be the desire and longing for the 




















ȸՔ଼͈੃ȹȪLove's Coming-of-AgeȄոئ LCAȫ͂ ̱̀͂͛ͣͦ͘Ȅ൳଻Քͬ৽ఴ̳͂ͥॼͥˍ
༎͜ˍ˕ˌ˒ා͈లˑๅ́ਓ჏̯̹ͦȃȸವ͈̞̞͛໐ؚȹ৏ຊ൚শȄ൳଻Ք৪̱͈͂̀ͺͼ
ΟϋΞͻΞͻͬ࿅̱̞̹॑̀έ΁ȜΑΗȜ͉Ȅ൳଻Քͅ۾߸̱̹੥໤ͬਬಎഎͅඋ̞̹ͭ́ȃ












out towards the sun in the very ecstasy of generation; while the nostrils of the animals dilate, 
DQGWKHLUIRUPVEHFRPHLQVWLQFWXQGHUWKHSDVVLRQZLWKDSURXGDQG¿HU\EHDXW\ZKLOHHYHQWKH
human lover is transformed, and in the great splendors of the mountains and the sky perceives 
something to which he had not the key beforeȽ\HWLWLVFXULRXVWKDWMXVWKHUHLQ0DQZH¿QGWKH
PDJLFZDQGRI1DWXUHVXGGHQO\EURNHQDQGGRXEWDQGFRQÀLFWDQGGLYLVLRQHQWHULQJLQZKHUHD





May we not say that there is probably some sort of Transmutation of essences continually effected 
and effectible in the human frame? Lust and LoveȽ the Aphrodite Pandemos and the Aphrodite 
OuraniosȽ are subtly interchangeable. Perhaps the corporeal amatory instinct and the ethereal 






























੄̱̱̠͈̜̀́ͥ͘ (LCA  25 - 27ȫȃ
Anyhow, the point is that Man with his great uncoordinated nature has during these later centuries 
dominated the other sex, and made himself the ruler of society. In consequence of which we 
naturally have a society made after his patternȽa society advanced in mechanical and intellectual 
invention, with huge passional and emotional elements, but all involved in whirling confusion and 
strifeȽa society ungrown, which on its material side may approve itself a great success, but on its 




































   $FFRUGLQJO\ZH¿QGWKDW LWKDVEHHQWKHZRUNRI&LYLOLVDWLRQȽ founded as we have seen on 
PropertyȽ in every way to disintegrate and corrupt manȽ literally to corruptȽ to break up the 
unity of his nature. It begins with the abandonment of the primitive life and the growth of the sense 
of shameȪas in the myth of Adam and Eve). From this follows the disownment of the sacredness 
of sex. Sexual acts cease to be a part of religious worship; love and desireȽ the inner and the outer 













In going off in pursuit of things external, the “I”Ȫsince it really has everything and needs nothingȫ
deceives itself, goes out from its true home, tears itself asunder, and admits a gap or rent in its own 
being. This, it must be supposed, is what is meant by sinȽ the separation or sundering of one's 
beingȽ and all the pain that goes therewith. It all consists in seeking those external things and 
pleasures; not (a thousand times be it saidȫ in the external things or pleasures themselves. They 
are all fair and gracious enough; their place is to stand round the throne and offer their homageȽ
rank behind rank in their multitudesȽ if so be we will accept it. But for us to go out of ourselves 
to run after them, to allow ourselves to be divided and rent in twain by their attraction, that is an 
inversion of the order of heaven. . . . Pleasure should come as the natural Ȫand indeed inevitableȫ
accompaniment of life, believed in with a kind of free faith, but never sought as the object of life. It 




As long as the objects of the outer world excite emotions in him which pass beyond his control, so 
long do those objects stand as the signals of evilȽof disorder and sin. Not that the objects are bad 
in themselves, or even the emotions which they excite, but that all through this period these things 
serve to the man as indications of his weakness. But when the central power is restored in man and 
all things are reduced to his service, it is impossible for him to see badness in anything. The bodily 
is no longer antagonistic to the spiritual love, but is absorbed into it. All his passions take their 




എͅȄ̷̱̀ࠨ೰എͅȶ଻࢐͉Ȅ૯৘͈Ք̧͈͍͈ࠫ̾ͺτΌςȜ̜́ͥȷȪ“the Prime object 








How intoxicating indeed, how penetratingȽ like a most precious wineȽ is that love which is the 























name, George will work in your thoughts till you die. It isn't possible to love and to part. (RV 202)   
΀ζΕϋঙ̦̭̭́ࢊͥՔ͉ȄΐοȜΐ͂σȜΏȜ͈Ք̜́ͤȄ̜̩́͘ࡢ૽͂ࡢ૽͈ۼ͈
Ք̜́ͥȃ΃ȜβϋΗȜ͉Ȅȶ͉ͩͦͩͦՔ̳ͥ૽͈উͅၑேͬࡉͥȷȪ“We see the Ideal in the 






̹̥̜ͣ́ͥȃȶౙպ૽ȷȪ“the unit-man”ȫ͂ȶਬ౬૽ȷȪ“the Mass-man”ȫ͉ Ȅࠑ̨࿒͈̞̈́ᣏ
̦́̾̈́ ȪͤCivilisation 35ȫȄࡢ૽͈փে͉Ȅଲٮ஠ఘͬ༫͚ຽ༑փে͇̠̻ͬ̾ͅͅ๩͛̀
̞ͥȪArt of Creation, 46 - 62ȫȃࡧၛ̱̹ুࡨփেͬ঵̾ࡢ૽͉ȄႤঃ͈ၠ͈̥ͦ̈́́Ȅ࣪໚̯






“I taught him to trust in love. . . . I said: ‘When love comes, that is reality’. I said: ‘Passion does 
not blind. Passion is sanity, and the woman you love, she is the only person you will ever really 


















I believed in a return to Nature once. Today, I believe that we must discover Nature. How can we 
ȸವ͈̞̞͛໐ؚȹ͂΀ΡχȜΡȆ΃ȜβϋΗȜ͈Ք͈ഓڠ
－ 137 －
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